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" Home for good ? " Prokhor asked.
" For good ! Absolutely ! "
" What rank did you win your way to "> "
" I was vice-commander of the regiment! "
" Then why did they discharge you so soon ? "
Gregor's face clouded, and he answered curtly :
" They had no more use for me."
" And why was that ? "
" I don't know. Because of my past I expect."
" But you got through that Special Department Com-
mission which sifted out all the officers, so how can they
bring up the past now ? "
" Who's to say ? "
" But where's Mikhail ? "
" In the yard. He's slaughtering a lamb/'
Prokhor moved closer to Gregor, and lowered his voice :
" They shot Platon Ryabchikov a month ago."
" What are you saying ? "
" It's God's truth !"
In the porch the door creaked.
" We'll talk later," Prokhor whispered and, in a louder
tone " Well, comrade commander, shall we drink to
celebrate this great happiness ? Shall I go and call
Mikhail ? "
" Yes, do."
Dunia laid the table. She did not know how best to
please her brother: she laid a clean hand-towel over his
knee, pushed across a tray of salted water-melon, polished \
his glass at least five times. With a smile Gregor mental]^
noted that Dunia was not addressing him in the second
person singular, as her brother, but in the plural.
At the table Mikhail was obstinately silent, attentively
listening to Gregor's talk. He drank little, and that
reluctantly. But Prokhor threw back a full glass at a time,
and only turned livid and stroked his lint-white moustache
more frequently with his hand.
When she had fed the children and put them to bed Dunia
placed a large dish of stewed lamb on the table, and whispered^
to Gregor:
" Brother, I'll run and fetch Aksinia;  you won't mind,
will you ? "
Gregor nodded without speaking. All the evening hel